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Tnm  CAMEL  MILDNESS 

^r}6urself/ 


According  fo  a 
Nationwide  survey. 

MORE  DOCTORS 
SMOKE  CAMELS 

than  any  other 
cigarette 

Doctors  smoke  for  pleas- 
ure, too!  And  when  three 
leading  independent  re- 
search organizations 
asked  113,597  doctors  what 
cigarette  they  smoked, 
the  brand  named  most  was 
Camel ! 


i    In  a  recent  30-clay  test  of 

I  hundreds  of  Camel  smokers, 
noted  throat  specialists  reported 

hr  ONE  SINGLE  CASE  OF 
^HROAT  IRRITATION 
clue  fo  smoking  CAMELS! 


JH.OW  mild  can  a  cigarette  be?  Make  the  30-day  Camel 
mildness  test — and  then  you'll  know!  A  similar  test  was 
recently  made  by  hundreds  of  smokers.  These  men  and 
\vonien  smoked  Camels,  and  only  Camels,  for  30  days. 
Each  week,  noted  throat  specialists  examined  the  throats 
of  these  smokers.  And  these  specialists  reported  not  one 
single  case  of  throat  irritation  due  to  smoking  Camels! 

Put  Camels  to  the  test  yourself — in  your  "T-Zone." 

Let  YOUR  0\S  N  TASTE  teU  you  about  the  rich,  fidl 

flavor  of  Camels  choice   tobaccos.   Let   \OLR   O^  N 

you  the  good  word  on  Camel's  cool,  cool 


tjilcMeu  =  SBeK>^  'Suula^iiee .' 


Try  Camels  and  lest  ihe 


ou  smoke  Iheni.  If,  at 
lot  convinced  that  Camels  are  the 
m  ever  smoked,  return  the  pack. 
d  Camels  and  we  will  refund  its 
B,  plus  postage.  {Signed)  R.  }. 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


presenting 

the 

purple  parrot 

salesgirls 

of  the 
month 


Lrrom .y4^nu  Viewpoint 

,     GIRDLES  -  personally  fitted 
to  you 

,     BRAS  -  for   sports,   class  or 
evening 

.     NIGHTIES     and     P.J.'s 

.     SLIPS    and    PETTICOATS 

,     ROBES  and   STUDY  COATS 

^ax'tay  Shop 

1630    Orrington    -    Evanston 

fu3e 


A  new  sales  record  and  a  tie  were 
the  results  of  the  February  Sales- 
girl of  the  Month  contest.  Alpha  Xi 
Enid  Benes  and  Alpha  Gam  Nancy 
Frobase,  last  month's  winner,  each 
sold  160  copies  of  the  "Daily  Dilly" 
issue  in  one  day.  Last  month's  rec- 
ord was  145  copies  sold  in  two  days. 

Both  girls  are  sophomores  in  the 
school  of  speech.  Enid  is  an  Alpha 
Xi  new  initiate  from  Riverside,  while 
Nan  is  assistant  treasurer  of  her 
sorority  and  hails  from  St.  Louis. 

The  travelling  trophy,  "Pete  the 
Parrot"  will  spend  half  the  month 
in  each  of  the  two  houses.  The  house 
that  wins  the  trophy  three  times  in 
succession  will  keep  it. 


Flavor 

makes  all 
the  difference 
in  the 
world ! 


c/ind  there's  one 
thin^  you  can  always 
depend  upon. ..the  con- 
sistently hi^  quality 
and  fine  flavor  of 

Beech-Nut 
GUM 


Brueeirood  proudly 
presents 

ROSENBLUM'S 

NEW   SPRING   CLASSIC 

GABARDINE   SUITS 

in  lusciom  new 


Spring  colors 

95 


%9 


The  rich,  lush  gabardine  is  petal- 
soft  as  spring  flowers  ...  in  navy, 
toast,  red  or  green.  The  long, 
slender  stem -like  lines  are  in  the 
spring  flower  manner  too.  But 
the  painstaking  needling  and  ex- 
quisite quality  is  decidedly 
"Rosenblum" 


Sizes  10  to  18,  6th  floor  Chicago, 
5  rd  floor  Evaniton 


MAURICE  L  ROTHSCHILD  &  CO 


Evanston  at  Fountain  Square 


Chicago  at  State  &  Jackton 
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this  month 


We  of  the  Purple  Parrot 
thought  you  might  be  in- 
terested in  what  other  college 
humor  magazines  consider 
"funny." 

So  we  have  devoted  our 
fourth  issue  to  presenting  the 
very  best  in  college  humor 
from  some  of  the  outstanding 
college  humor  magazines  in 
the  country. 

Our  Exchange  Editor,  Don 
Ansel,  spent  last  quarter 
pouring  over  hundreds  of  ex- 
change copies.  The  results  of 
his  survey  will  be  found  on 
.  the  following   pages. 

Minor  changes  were  made 
in  most  of  the  stories  to 
give  them  a  "Northwesfern 
touch." 

A  few  cartoon  drawings 
were  also  added  to  illustrate 
some  of  the  stories.  This  art 
work  was  done  by  two  new- 
comers to  the  Parrot  art  staff. 
Bob  Heady  and  Pat  McHenry, 
and  regulars  Howard  Rogovin 
and  Bruce  Pine. 

Production  Manager,  Bob- 
bie Baum,  worked  with  the 
printers  and  handled  the 
many  technical  details  of  the 
issue. 


cover  by   sallander 


PURPLE  PARROT,  published  6  times  a  year  during  the  months  of  October  December,  February,  March,  April,  May  by  the  Student  Pub- 
lishing Company,  Inc.,  Harris  Hall,  Northwestern  University.  Evanston,  lllinDis.  Subscriptions  $1.25  a  year.  Vol.  XXVIll,  No.  4,  March 
1949  Entered  as  second-class  matter  December  18,  1944.  at  the  pos  office  at  Evanston.  litinois,  unsler  the  Act  of  March  3,  f87V.  Tfie 
entire   conlents  of  the    PURPLE   PARROT,   text  and   illustrations     are    pratected  by  copyright. 


pier-lizards,  ahoy  % 


See  sun  catching 
beau  snatching 


I  torn  bot)     ^^ 


Only  at  Stevens  in  Chicago 


So    you    flunk    Psych?    Well,    Vitamin    C's 
important,    too.    And    you    can    take    your    sun 

the    siren    way    in    these    blue    denims    that 
we've    shorn    ot    corn  —  sharpened    to    the  jf 

glamor    point!    See    them    in    Formington    Shop,    3rd    Floor 


Shorts    as    you 
like    'em  — short    '3" 

Red    checked 
tablecloth    shirt  »3" 

Reverse    the    bra 
and    it's    blue  '2*° 

Floreaway    skirt    ^4'* 

White-piped 
blazer  «7" 

Clamdiggers  '3'^ 


Jumper     (drop    the 

straps    for    an 

even    tan      *8'* 


oiero    to    save    you 
from    lobstering    *3*° 

All    in    cotton 

denim    soft    as 

ancient    jeans. 

Sizes    10    to    22. 


STEVEXS 


^■-■-\ ^ 


.  .IS 


CHAS.  A.  STEVE.^S  «  CO..  STATE  STREET,  CHirAGO 
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purple     parrot 


exchange 


issue 


presenting  the  best  of  college  humor 
from  the  best  of  college  magazines— 
with  a  few  minor  changes. 


Don  Ansel,   Exchange  Editor 


Exchange  Editor's  Lament 


Ah,  pity  the  poor  Exchange  Ed- 
itor, 

The  man  with  the  scissors  and 
paste. 

Ch,  think  of  the  man  who  must 
read  all  the  jokes 

And  think  of  the  hours  he 
wastes 

He  sits  at  his  desk  until  mid- 
night, 

How  worried  and  pallid  he 
looks. 

As  he  scans  through  the  col- 
lege comics 

And  reads  all  the  funny  books. 

This  joke  he  can't  clip — it's 

too  dirty. 
This  story's  no  good — it's  too 

clean. 
This  woman  won't  do — she's  too 

shapely. 
This  chorus  girl's  out — it's 

obscene. 

All  jokes  are  the  same;  full  of 

coeds, 
And  guys  who  get  drunk  on  their 

dates. 
Bathtubs,  sewers,  and  freshmen, 
And  stories  of  unlawful  mates. 

Jokes  about  profs  and  the 

graders. 
Jokes  about  overdue  bills, 


Jokes  about  girls  in  their 

boudoirs, 
And  each  as  old  as  the  hills. 

"Give  us  more  cartoons!" 

".  .  .  more  stories!" 
"You  know  the  kind!"  students 

demand. 
"We  see  them  in  some  college 

joke  books! " 
Oh  yeah!  One  like  that  and 

we're  banned! 

The  clips  must  be  clean  for  the 

mothers. 
The  clips  must  have  sex  for  the 

boys, 
The  clips  must  be  packed  full 

of  humor 
Or  the  editor  raises  a  noise. 

The  cracks  must  have  fire  and 

sparkle. 
Sprinkled  with  damn,  louse  and 

hell. 
The  blurbs  must  be  pure — and 

yet  filthy 
Or  the  manager  swears  it  won't 

sell. 

Oh  pity  the  man  with  the  clip- 
per. 

He's  only  a  pawn  and  a  tool. 

In  trying  to  keep  his  jokes 
dirty  and  clean 

He's  usually  kicked  out  of 
school. 


a  quiz  program  to  end   all  quiz  programs 


quiz  program 


Scene — Cahn  Auditorium. 

Event — Quiz  show  sponsored  by  the 
Evanston  merchants  and  the  Pep 
Commission. 

The  seats  are  taken  up  by  a  noisy 
giggling  throng  eating  peanuts.  The 
standing  room  is  taken  up  by  noisy 
gigghng  individuals  chewing  tobac- 
co. The  floor  is  taken  up  by  a  con- 
coction faintly  resembling  peanut 
shells  and  tobacco  juice. 

On  the  platform  the  gaping  face 
of  the  announcer  hovers  dangerously 
over  a  microphone,  grinning  out  at 
the  throng. 

Announcer:  "Good  evening  every- 
body. {Mujfled  applause  and  soft 
whoopees  from  the  throng.)  You 
lucky  people  you.  (Self  conscious, 
blushes  from  the  bleachers)  tonight 
we  have  a  program  just  meant  for 
you.  Yesiree,  by  golly,  we've  got 
seme  prizes  that  will  knock  you 
aeadi     (Several    people    in    the    rear 


drop  dead  and  are  dumped  uncere- 
monionsly  out  the  door.)  But  first 
you've  got  to  answer  some  questions. 
(Groans  and  cries  of  "Get  him.") 
Now  I'm  going  to  spit  some  tobacco 
juice  into  the  throng.  Whoever  gets 
hit  is  the  lucky  contestant.  Every- 
body understand?"  (The  throng  nods 
Its  liead.) 

The  announcer  spits  high  out  into 
the  crowd.  Amid  great  cries  of  "Take 
it,  Pierre,"  six  gangling  individuals 
leap  into  the  air.  One  of  them  comes 
down  with  his  eyes  full  of  tobacco 
juice  and  runs  haphazardly  in  the 
general  direction  of  the  stage. 

Announcer:  "Here's  the  lucky  con- 
testant. Step  right  up,  son.  What's 
your  name?" 

1st  Contestant:  (Frantically  wiping 
tobacco  juice  from  his  eyes  and  grop- 
ing blindly  for  the  viicrophone.) 
"Mah  name  be  Wilber  Flub." 

Announcer:  "And  what  are  you 
majoring  in  at  this  great  university 
of  ours,  Mr.  Flub?" 


1st  Contestant:  "Mah  major  be 
English." 

Announcer:  "All  right  Mr.  Flub. 
We  have  a  little  question  for  you 
that's  right  down  your  alley.  Now  if 
you'll  just  take  your  damn  hands 
off  me  and  hold  onto  the  mike  in- 
stead— " 

1st  Contestant  (Releasing  the  an- 
nowicer  and  seizing  the  stage  cur- 
tains): "Sorry;  it  be  the  terbaccy 
juice." 

Announcer:  (Somewhat  appeased) 
"All  right.  Here  is  your  question. 
Listen  carefully.  Who  wrote  'Mark 
Twain'?" 

1st  Contestant:  "It  be  writ  by  Tom 
Sawyer,  only  that  warn't  his  real 
name.  His  real  name  be  Huckle- 
berry Finn." 

(Low  lohistles  of  awe  from  the  au- 
dierice  and  more  cries  of  "Get  him.") 

Announcer:  (Triumphantly)  "Ab- 
solutely right,  Mr.  Flub.  You  have 
answered  the  question  correctly  and 
for   being    such   a    good    sport   we're 


page     6 


purple     parrot 


stolen  from  the 

University  of  North  Carolina 

TARNATION 


going  to  give  you  twelve  Buick  con- 
vertibles—one for  each  month— Old 
College,  and  the  third  floor  from  Wil- 
lard  Hall.  {Rising  applause  jroni  ths 
throng.)  One  other  small  thing — are 
you  married,  Mr.  Flub?" 

1st  Contestant:  "My  wife  be  in  the 
throng." 

Announcer:  "Well  then,  we'll  just 
blindfold  you  and  ask  you  to  go  down 
there  and  kiss  all  the  girls  until  you 
find  the  one  you  think  is  your  wife." 
(Squeals  of  glee  from  the  ZTA's  r>! 
the  audience.) 

Flub  is  helped  off  the  stage,  a 
wicked  gleam  in  his  covered  eyes. 
He  begins  to  kiss  everyone  he  can 
grab. 

The  announcer  selects  another  con- 
testant, a  young  lady  who  walks 
self-consciously  up  to  the  stage 
brushing  tobacco  juice  off  her  dress. 
She  is  obviously  ill  at  ease. 

Announcer:  "Here  we  have  a 
pretty  miss — a  coed  I'll  bet?" 

2nd    Contestant:    {Trembling    viol- 


ently.): "N-N-No.  sir,  I'm  a  Tri 
Delt." 

Announcer:  "Now  there's  no  need 
to  be  afraid.  Just  tell  me  your 
name." 

2nd  Contestant  {Gripping  the 
microphone    fiercely):     "L-Lucille." 

Announcer:  "All  right,  Lucille. 
Now  I'm  going  to  ask  you  a  simple 
question." 

2nd  Contestant:  "Please,  mister, 
no  questions,  please!  All  I've  had  at 
this  university  is  questions.  Ques- 
tions from  professors,  questions  from 
house  mothers  and  the  same  question 
from  every  boy  I  date.  Please,  no 
questions!!"  {Slumps  to  the  floor, 
weeping  hysterically.  The  audience 
applauds  politely.) 

Announcer:  {Kicking  her  aside 
deftly.)  "Thank  you  for  your  gallant 
effort,  Lucille.  We  have  a  consolation 
prize  for  you.  You  will  receive  for 
your  efforts  sole  ownership  of  Li- 
lacs." 

2nd  Contestant:  "My  God,  no!" 


Announcer:  "Yes!  And  now  for  the 
next  contestant — " 

Male  voice  from  the  throng: 
"Dammit,  Flub,  he  said  just  kiss 
the  GIRLS!" 

Announcer:  "Now  I  guess  we're 
ready  for  the  next  contestant  and — " 

Female  voice  from  the  throng: 
"Dammit,  Flub,  he  said  just  KISS 
the  girls!" 

Announcer:  "Please,  please,  a 
little  attention — " 

Flub  {Holding  up  a  struggling  fe- 
male form.):  "This  be  my  wife,  I 
think." 

Announcer  {Leaping  off  the 
stage.):  "Dammit,  Flub,  put  her 
down — she's  MY  wife!" 

Flub  drops  the  girl  and  races  out 
of  the  auditorium  folowed  by  the  an- 
nouncer, the  announcer's  wife  and 
Flub's  wife  who  turns  out  to  be  Lu- 
cille, as  you  might  have  guessed  if 
you  were  smart.  The  throng  files  out 
to  watch  the  proceedings  and  the 
program  seems  to  be  over. 
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wonder  what  descartes  would  say  about  this 


/ 

'  dr.  schiipp  and 


'B^ucfW-h^'^ 


DIALOGUE 

(The  scene  is  in  front  of  Deering. 
Dr.  Paul  Schiipp  is  swinging  along 
rapidly  when  he  is  intercepted  by  a 
person  wearing  a  long  white  gown 
and  sandals.) 

STRANGER:  My  dear  sir,  whence 
come  you,  and  whither  are  you 
going? 

SCHILPP:  Eh? 

STRANGER:  I  said,  whence  come 
you  and — 

SCHILPP:  Excuse  me,  I  have  to 
meet  my  class  in  Fisk. 

STRANGER:  You  are  a  teacher? 

SCHILPP :  No,  I  am  a  professor. 

STRANGER:  Excuse  me,  I  had 
not  appreciated  the  difference.  What 
do  you  profess? 

SCHILPP:  Eh? 

STRANGER:  I  said— 

SCHILPP:  Oh!  Philosophy. 

STRANGER:  By  the  gods,  what 
good  fortune  is  mine  today!  For  in- 
deed it  has  been  a  long  time  that  I 
have  sought  a  man  who  could  teach 
me  this  thing.  Please  to  tell  me  what 
it  is  that  you  teach  and  what  will 
happen  to  me  if  I  associate  with  you? 

SCHILPP:  Did  you  want  to  enroll 
in  my  class? 

STRANGER:  But  first,  my  friend, 
please  to  tell  me  what  it  is  that  you 
would    teach    me. 

SCHILPP:   Philosophy  A4. 

STRANGER:  Is  that  Pythagorean 
philosophy? 

SCHILPP:  Eh?  I  don't  understand 
you. 

STRANGER:  I  fear  that  it  is  I 
who  do  not  understand  you.  You  will 
agree  that  philosophy  is  love  of  wis- 
dom? 

SCHILPP:  It  meant  that  original- 
ly. 

STRANGER:  The  meaning  has 
changed? 

SCHILPP:  Considerably. 

STRANGER:  You  mean  that  men 
do  not  love  wisdom  any  more? 

SCHILPP:  Not  at  all.  It's  simply 
that  there  is  so  much  wisdom  nowa- 
days that  one  man  cannot  embrace  it 
all. 

STRANGER:  Then  men  can  only 
love  a  little  wisdom  at  a  time? 

SCHILPP:  No,  that's  not  what  I 
said.  They  can  understand  only  a 
little  wisdom  at  a  time,  but  they  love 
it  all. 

STRANGER:  You  mean  men  love 
things  they  do  not  understand? 

SCHILPP :  Well,  if  you  will  come  to 
the  lectures  in  Philosophy  A4 — 


the  stranger 


plagiarized  from  the 

University  of  California 

PELICAN 


STRANGER:  Please  to  tell  me, 
what  part  of  wisdom  is  Philosophy 
A4? 

SCHILPP:  Plato's  Republic. 

STRANGER:  By  the  dog,  sir!  It 
has  been  founded  at  last? 

SCHILPP :  Not  exactly. 

STRANGER:  But  you  are  plan- 
ning to  found  it? 

SCHILPP :  I  said  we  study  Plato's 
Republic. 

STRANGER:  You  are  not  planning 
to  found  it? 

SCHILPP:   No. 

STRANGER:  Then  why  are  you 
studying  it? 

SCHILPP:  Because  it's  prerequis- 
ite to  all  the  upper  division  courses. 

STRANGER:  Alas,  I  do  not  under- 
stand these  marvelous  words;  but 
doubtless  I  shall  grow  wiser  under 
your  leadership.  You  speak  of  Plato's 
Republic.  You  teach  the  youth  the 
course  of  studies  outlined  therein? 
_^SCHILPP:  No. 

STRANGER:  Your  students  know 
nothing  of  gymnastics,  music,  plane 
and  solid  geometry,  astronomy — ? 

SCHILPP:  They  study  all  those 
things  in  other  departments. 

STRANGER:  But  what  do  you 
teach? 

SCHILPP:  I  just  told  you;  Plato's 
Republic ! 

STRANGER:  Do  you  teach  the 
youth  to  be  virtuous? 

SCHILPP:  Dammit  all,  I'm  not  the 
Dean  of  Students! 

STRANGER:  Then  the  youth  go  to 
the  dean  to  learn  virtue.  But  what 
do  they  learn  of  you? 

SCHILPP:  Now,  look  here,  you, 
you — 

STRANGER:  I  merely  ask— 

SCHILPP:  Who  are  you,  anyway? 

STRANGER:  I  merely  ask  for  in- 
formation so — 

SCHILPP :  You're  one  of  those  Chi- 
cago poets,  that's  what  you  are.  Let 
me  pass! 

STRANGER:  Sir,  a  word— 

SCHILPP :  Look  out  or  I'll  hit  you 
over  the  head  vwth  my  briefcase! 

STRANGER:  Then  you  will  not 
share  your  wisdom  with  me? 

SCHILPP:  If  you  mean,  can  you 
get  into  my  class,  the  answer  is  no. 
Now  get  out  of  my  way. 

STRANGER;  But  I  merely  ask  for 
the  privilege  of  associating  with  you, 
so  that  I  may  learn  what — 

SCHILPP:  I  haven't  got  time  to 
stand  here  talking  with  you.  Haven't 
I  made  it  clear  to  you?  I'm  not  a 
sidewalk  politician,  I'm  a  philoso- 
pher! Goodbye,  sir! 
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college  humor 


icuse  Syracusan 
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'Low  cut  is  right.  You've 
got  it  on  backwards!" 


"Brown?  Here  .  .  .  Jones?  Here  .  .  .  Heinsblatt?  Here  . 


Oklahoma  covered  wagon 


'And  keep  me  a  normal,   healthy 
well-balanced,   American   girl." 


"It's  for  YOU!' 


Missouri  Shotvme 


'That's  the  last  pop-quiz  he'll  ever  give! 


It's  only  old  Santa  Claus,  girls!  " 


Minnesota  Ski-U-Mah 


If  you  aren't  back  with  help 
by  5:20,  never  mind." 


one  of  those  speech  gchool   boys? 


diary  of  an  intellectua 


February  7,  1949 
Had  a  perfectly  ripping  time  today 
reading  Sartre's  "Age  of  Reason." 
Couldn't  understand  a  word  of  it,  you 
understand,  but  don't  think  that  has 
got  anything  to  do  with  my  appre- 
ciating it.  I  mean,  when  it  gets  to  the 
point  that  you  have  to  understand 
something  when  you  read  it,  then  I 
will  just  quit  literature  and  take  up 
ballet  or  something. 


d—J 


February  8,  1949 
Bought  the  most  tasteful  blue  and 
orange  tie  today.  It  goes  with  my 
green  tweed  suit  like  a  dream.  I 
simply  can't  wait  to  wear  it.  Doubt 
if  it  will  create  the  sensation  my 
purple  beret  and  malacca  walking 
stick  did,  but  I  feel  sure  that  it  will 
arouse  some  excitement.  Anyway,  it 
will  certainly  make  Ambrose  Willis' 
yellow  cummerbund  seem  a  bit 
passe. 


February  9,  1949 
What  a  thrill  I  received  today! 
Have  just  heard  that  Pegasus  is 
definitely  considering  my  epic  poem 
"The  Monday  After  Shrove  Tuesday 
Under  the  Cruel  Arc-Lights"  for  pub- 
lication! I  was  so  excited  that  I 
rushed  down  to  George's  Wagon  and 
had  not  one,  not  two,  but  three 
glasses  of  Hot  Viennese  coffee! 
I    do    so    hope    that    Pegasus    will 


'That's  one  of  those  fellows  you  hear  so  much  about." 
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publish  my  poem.  It  will  certainly  be 
a  marvelous  success,  and  should 
quiet  down  Ambrose  Willis.  I  mean 
that  Ambrose  and  I  are  good  friends, 
but  there's  simply  no  speaking  to 
him  since  the  University  Theatre  put 
on  that  one-act  play  of  his. 


February  10,  1949 
Went  to  meeting  of  Northwestern 
Communist  Club  tonight  and  was 
positively  terrified  the  whole  time!  I 
mean  everyone  there  seemed  so  in- 
tense. Honestly,  I  could  have  just 
died  when  one  of  them  asked  me 
what  I  was  doing  for  the  suffering 
proletariat.  I  told  him  I  liked  quonset 
hut  residents  as  much  as  anyone,  and 
he  almost  bit  my  head  off. 

Really,  I  don't  think  I'll  join  the 
Communists  after  all.  I  mean  to  say, 
all  of  my  close  friends  are  members 
of  the  Wallace  Club  and  they  do  en- 
joy much  more  prestige  than  Junius 
Scales  and  his  friends.  And  then  too, 
I  do  so  dislike  intense  people.  Be- 
sides, the  Wallace  Club  gives  you  an 
attractive  lapel  badge  which  would 
look  awfully  good  on  my  new  maroon 
velvet  sport  coat. 


February  11,  1949 
Feel  utterly  crushed  today.  In  the 
rirst  place,  I  saw  Ambrose  Willis 
wearing  a  blue  and  orange  tie  exact- 
ly like  my  new  one!  Just  can't  under- 
stand how  Ambrose,  who  is  supposed 
to  be  my  friend,  could  do  a  thing  like 
that  to  me!  I  mean  I  have  never 
worn  a  yellow  cummerbund,  have  I? 
As  if  this  weren't  enough  of  a  dis- 
appointment, the  editor  of  Pegasus 
has  rejected  my  epic  poem!  Not  only 
that,  he  made  a  very  churlish  re- 
mark to  the  effect  that  I  copied  my 
poem  directly  from  Longfellow's 
"Evangeline."  I'll  admit  that  I'm 
?    great  admirer  of  Longfellow  anr 


did  get  a  few  hints  from  "Evang- 
eline," but  I  certainly  do  resent  his 
attitude. 

Was  honestly  so  depressed  by  the 
day's  activities  that  I  couldn't  get 
down  one  single  glass  of  Hot  Vien- 
nese! 


February  12,  1949 
Went  to  classes  today.  Very  boring. 


February  13,  1949 
Had  a  most  unpleasant  experience 
today.  George  approached  me  on 
the  subject  of  my  bill.  He  said  that 
he  hoped  that  I  hadn't  "forgotten  it." 
Really,  I  do  wish  these  merchants 
would  quit  annoying  me  about  such 
trivial  mercenary  matters.  It's  really 
most  embarrassing. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  am  quite  sure 
that  my  bill  at  George's  Wagon  is 
incorrectly  stated.  I  distinctly  re- 
member having  only  273  Hot  Vien- 
nese coffees  this  month,  while  the  bill 
claims  that  I  had  276.  I  will  take  this 
up  with  George.  On  second  thought, 
I  had  better  not.  At  least  not  until 
the  first  of  the  month. 


February  14,  1949 
The  Dean  called  me  into  his  office 
today  to  tell  me  that  I  failed 
all  my  courses  again  last  quarter. 
Said  he  would  be  forced  to  recom- 
mend my  dismissal  from  the  univer- 
sity because  of  academic  failure.  I 
remonstrated  with  him  quite  strong- 
ly, explaining  that  my  preoccupation 
with  literature  took  precedence  over 
everything  else,  and  that  I  lived  only 
for  my  poetry. 


Dean  said  that  he  would  read  my 
verse  over  the  week-end,  and  that  if 
I  were  sufficiently  talented,  he  would 
see  to  it  that  I  stayed.  Gave  him  my 
masterpiece,  "The  Sun  Is  An  Egg 
Fried  Sunny-Side  Up"  to  read  and 
took  my  leave  from  his  office  in  an 
extremely  dignified  fashion.  Noticed 
that  the  Dean  remained  fascinated 
throughout  the  interview  by  my  mon- 
ocle with  hand-painted  rim.  Undoubt- 
edly, he  has  recognized  me  as  the 
Bohemian  Genius  I  most  assuredly 
am.  Have  no  fear  that  I  shall  be  sent 
home. 


February  15,  1949 
Very  depressed.  Ran  out  of  Turkish 
tobacco  for  my  Persian  Hookah. 


February  16,  1949 
A  terrible  calamity  has  befallen  me ! 
That  dreadful  Dean  has  recommend- 
ed my  dismissal.  Said  that  my  mas- 
terpiece was  a  poor  imitation  of 
Longfellow's  "Hiawatha."  Accused 
me  of  being  a  trifler  and  a  very  poor 
plagiarist!  If  that  is  the  kind  of 
Deans  they  have  here,  I  am  ready 
and  willing  to  go!  Will  write  father 
and  tell  him  to  enter  me  in  Chicago 
where  they  appreciate  genius! 


February  18,  1949 
Am  utterly  reconciled  to  the  cruel- 
ties of  fate!  My  own  father  is  a 
Philistine!  Wrote  me  that  he  was 
tired  of  supporting  me  in  idleness 
and  that  I  would  have  to  come  home 
and  go  to  work!  Went  on  to  say  that 
he  would  give  me  a  job  in  a  brick- 
yard he  owns,  and  that,  while  he 
would  lose  money  as  a  result,  times 
were  prosperous  and  he  felt  he  could 
afford  the  loss.  O  Literature,  what 
a  genius  is  lost  to  you — ! 
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ERNEST  HEMINGWAY 

She  glanced  up  from  under  the 
large,  floppy  hat  and  arched  fire 
at  me  from  two  devilish  green  eyes. 

She  had  good  breasts.  I  nodded 
slowly  and  she  backed  away.  "Hello, 
Guapa" — I  let  it  fall  slowly  in  the 
quiet  of  the  room.  I  noticed  her 
breasts  were  good. 

She  stumbled  backward  until  she 
hit  a  chair.  "Ingles,"  she  panted.  I 
left  my  stare  on  as  I  sat  down. 

"But  .  .  .  why  art  thou  here?  What 
of  the  bridge?"  Her  voice  was  weak. 
Her  breasts  weren't. 

"I  unspeak  on  the  unprintable  ob- 
scenity of  the  bridge,"  I  gasped.  Her 
breasts,  I  realized,  were  good. 


RAYMOND  CHANDLER 

I  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  as  she 
swayed  down  the  stairs  and  I  knew 
this  was  Trouble.  I  flicked  away  my 
cigarette  and  ankled  across  the 
room  in  what  I  hoped  -'as  a  smooth 
manner.  "Looking  for  me?"  I  spoke 
into  her  ear  but  my  eyes  were  else- 
where. 

"I've  been  waiting  for  you  al- 
ways, mister."  The  voice  was  a 
spine-searing  purr,  the  way  I  knew 
it  would  be.  I'd  never  seen  her  be- 
fore, but  I  knew  it  would  be  like 
that.  I  kissed  her.  Likt  a  dozen  hot- 
foots all  at  once. 

"Let's  go,  sugar."  Phil  Marlowe 
doesn't  waste  time. 


"Hello,  Guapa." 


We  got  in  my  old  Chevy  and  killed 
four  fingers  of  Pepsi-Cola  before  -I 
tooled  the  crate  out  into  Sheridan 
Road  traffic  and  we  headed  down- 
town. 

NOEL  COWARD 

That  silly  little  song  they  were 
playing  in  the  cocktail  lounge  settled 
it  for  me.  Delicate  eddies  of  gos- 
samer memory  flitted  through  my 
brain,  and  I  was  getting  up  to  leave. 
wh«n  I  knew.  Pamela. 

She  was  just  behind  me  when  I 
turned  around.  "Rexford,"  she  whis- 
pered, unbelievingly. 

"Well,  Pamela." 

"I've  been  looking  for  you." 

"Oh?" 

"Yes."  ■  .         ■ 

"Fun?"  .,    . 

"No."  •       '         ■■'■■■ 

"Oh." 

"You?" 

"No." 

"Oh." 

"Missed  you  like  the  devil  " 

"Me  too." 

"You  mean  .  .  .?" 

"Yes."  .• 

"The  piano  .  .  ." 

"I  know,  our  song." 

"Quite." 

"Drink?" 

"Let's." 


OSCAR  HAMMERSTEIN  II 

I  first  saw  you 

With  melody  mist  in  your  hair, 

I  first  saw  you 

Silhouetted  in  juke-box  glare. 


In  a  moment  I  knew 
You  were  the  one, 
That  for  me  there  would  never 
be  more. 

In  a  moment  I  knew 
My  search  was  through. 
As  you  slipped  from  your  stool 
to  the  floor. 
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I  first  saw  you 

W,ith  melody  mist  in  your  hair, 
1  first  saw  you — 
Thougli  I  can't  seem  to  place 
just  where  .  .  . 


EUGENE   O'NEILL 

Scene:  The  boiler  room  of  a  ship 
at  sea.  No  one  is  on  duty  except 
Yank,  who  is  shoveling  a  mixture 
of  Prince  Albert,  Time  magazines, 
and  coal  in  through  a  furnace  door. 
Every  once  in  a  while  he  stops  to 
shout  "Who  makes  her  go?"  No  one 
answers,  so  Yank  yells  "I  make  her 
go."  Up  above  the  furnaces  there  is 
an  iron  balcony.  John  and  Mary 
come  in  from  the  outside  and  shut 
the  door.  Yank  does  not  see  them. 
He  keeps  on  shoveling  and  shouting. 

Mary:  I  don't  like  it  in  here. 

John:  Nonsense.  Besides,  I  prom- 
ised to  show  you  the  ship.  I'll  take 
care  of  you. 

Mary:  Well,  all  right.  (Sees  Yank) 
Ugh!  Who  is  that  down  there? 

John:  Oh,  that's  Yank.  He  makes 
her  go. 

Mary:  He  looks  like  a  beast.  Is 
he  the  kind  of  a  sailor  that  has  a 
girl  in  every  port? 

John:  Yank  is  very  popular  with 
the  ladies.  He's  a  big  spender.  And 
if  he  likes  a  girl,  he  always  throws 
a  fifty-cent  piece  down  the  front  of 
her  dress. 

Mary:   Let's  get  out  of  here. 

John:  Not  yet,  Mary.  I  brought 
you  here  because  it  is  the  only  place 
where  we  can  be  alone.  I'm  mad 
about  you.  (He  shows  her  that  he  is 
mad  about  her). 

Mary:  Stop  it,  John.  I'm  leaving. 
{John  doesn't  stop  it.)   Help!    Help! 

Yank  {looking  tip) :  Whatsa  mat- 
ter, lady? 

Mary  can't  answer.  Yank  quickly 
climbs  up  a  ladder,  and  taking  care- 
ful aim  with  his  shovel,  brings  it 
down  on  John's  head.  John  stops  it. 
Yank  carries  him  down  the  ladder 
and  tosses  him  in  the  furnace.  Mary 
is  horrified.  So  is  Yank,  but  it  is  too 
late  to  do  anything  about  it,  except 
make  it  up  to  Mary.  He  pulls  a 
fifty-cent  piece  from  his  pocket  and 
throws  it  down  the  front  of  her 
dress. 

Mary  {near  hysteria) :  Oh!  You  .  .  . 
you  hairy  ape! 

Yank  thinks  this  over  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  decides  to  take  back  his 
coin.  As  he  chases  Mary  out  of  the 
door,  he  stops  to  shout  once  more, 
"Who  makes  her  go?" 

John  {jrom  jurnace) :  I  make  her 
go. 

Curtain 


JOHN  STEINBECK 

In  those  times  summer  had 
scorched  the  hills  to  withered  teats 
on  the  earth's  breast.  The  roads 
burned  white  smoke,  and  Bo  burned 
loco  weed,  leaf  plant,  stubs — any- 
thing he  could  get. 

And  Bo  found  her  buried  in  desert 
drift.  She  groaned  when  he  stum- 
bled on  her  body.  While  he  tore  at 
her  covering  of  rocks  and  sand,  she 
explained  nothing  of  her  self-im- 
posed grave.  But  Bo  lost  interest  in 
her  past  as  her  form  took  shape 
under  his  excavations. 

Dark,  sage-scented  hair.  Limbs 
smooth,  though  ravished  by  the 
desert's  harsh  caress.  Eyes  sunlit 
with  inner  fire. 

"A  drink,"  she  gasped,  breathing 
dust.  Then  she  tossed  Bo's  canteen 
aside,   unsampled. 

"Only  water,"  she  whimpered. 
"Now,  leave  me  alone."  She  scooped 
back  the  rocks  and  sand. 


EVELYN  WAUGH 

I  first  became  aware  of  her  rather 
rude  stare  as  I  was  buying  a  packet 
of  Players.  She  was  wearing  an 
abomination  of  a  hat,  and  a  dress 
that  even  an  American  would  shun. 

She  continued  to  stare  at  me  as  I 
crossed  the  lobby,  in  a  manner  I 
assume  wes  intended  to  be  provoc 
ative.  I  felt  a  desire  to  vomit. 

She  crossed  the  room  and  inter- 
cepted me.  I  tipped  my  top-piece 
and  smiled  pleasantly.  "Please." 
she  said.  She  obviously  couldn't  go 
on.  I  thought  the  whole  thing  rather 
like  poor  Noel  Coward. 

"Yes,   young  lady." 

"You  .  .  .  you  must  help  me,"  she 
quavered,  in  an  infantile  squeak. 

"Absurd,"  I  said,  turned  on  my 
heel,  and  walked  out. 


JAMES  M.  CAIN 

I  jumped  off  the  back  of  the  gar- 
bage truck  as  it  roared  past  the 
roadside  tavern.  The  sign  that  said 
EAT  attracted  me.  I  felt  like  eating. 

The  door  was  open  and  I  went  in 
and  sat  down.  The  place  was  full  of 
people. 

Then  she  came  through  the  door. 
She  had  black  hair  and  was  carry- 
ing a  bowl  of  chili.  She  looked  like 
the  grandmother  of  every  chili- 
carrier  in  the  world.  When  she 
brushed  by  me  I  could  smell  it.  t 
brought  my  fist  up  against  her  chin 
and  her  teeth  crumbled.  She  gave 
me  a  look.  She  knew  I  was  her  kind. 


"Quick,"  she  said.  "In  the  kitchen. 
I'm  killing  my  husband  for  his  in- 
surance and  I  need  help." 

One  or  two  customers  looked  up. 

"Hell  no,  lady,"  I  said.  "I'm  a 
nice,  clean  kid." 

She  knew  I  wasn't  her  kind  any- 
more. She  rushed  back  into  the 
kitchen  and  dragged  out  her  hus- 
band. 

"That's  him,"  she  cried,  pointing 
at  me. 

He  nodded,  pulled  out  a  knife  and 
threw  it  at  me. 

In  that  second  I  knew  I  wanted 
her,  but  now  it  was  too  late.  I  would 
never  have  her.  The  knife  was  com- 
ing towards  me. 

Here  it  comes. 


"I  WU2  standen  . 


BERGEN  EVANS 

I  wuz  standen  in  the  Gril  hopiu 
sumwun  wud  leeve  a  little  cawfee 
when  thay  lef  four  class  an  I  cood 
drirk  it  but  wood  annywon  thay 
wood  like  hell  thay  wood. 

I  seen  this  gurl  come  over  an  I 
noo  she  wuz  a  sorrorrittee  gurl 
cawse  she  had  a  nitting  needle  be- 
hynd  her  eer.  I  dident  think  she 
saw  mee  but  she  mussed  have.  She 
said  wil  yu  help  mee  I  gess  she 
thot  I  wuz  a  knite  or  a  Square  and  I 
sayd  ok.  She  sed  she  lost  her  perse 
an  diden  have  no  muny  to  pay  for 
her  lunch  witch  she  had  et  allreddy. 
She  sed  ishood  lent  her  fyve  dollers 
an  she  wood  paye  mee  bak  tomoro. 

I  gess  she  thot  it  wood  be  eezy  ic 
fuul  me  but  i  foold  her  insted.  I 
give  her  fiv  buks,  butt  i  made  he- 
sign  an  iou  and  put  it  in  her  poke: 
wher  she  cant  help  but  sea  it  to- 
morow.  i  Shur  showd  her  thet  i  anyt 
no  fool  ha  ha. 


march,      1949 
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the  secret  of  it  all 


education  of  a 


Girls  find  out  what  one  another  are  really  like  at  coke-dates,  firesides  and  hash-sessions. 


PAY  ftS  YOU  GO 


Mnwi/afAiTBERWJWP 

Pledges  are  encouraged  to  make  new  acquaintances. 
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Pledges  are  polished  to  finishing-school  perfection. 
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I'  TECHNieUES  ■ 


BLACK  MARKS  MAV 
,-,  ^.«^.  «>e  EBASBB  »V  : 

10  NOT  FR«T£R     i,  S1TTIN6  WITH  HOUSEflBIHEIl 
ma  WITH  THE         KT  DINNER 
POO  SELTS         1.  COimTm&  LKUNIRH 
bin-C  THOSE      3.  SITTINfr  IN  IOTA  IOTA'S 

mo  mas  II       BOX  flr  symphonv 

4.  TVPINff  TERM  WlPEdS 
FOR  SENIOR  SISTERS 


Pledges  are  encouraged  to  go  out  for  all  sorts  of  activities. 


Date  clothes  must  be  worn. 
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Standards  Commission  grooms  pledges. 
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little  Club 


you'll   meet   alj    the  really 
casual  people  out  at  the  Small 

world's    champioH     hamburgers,     wine,     music 


4400   Simpson 


Skokie  2638 


VILIA  MODERNE 


J^jex^p^cOicl 


On  Skokie  Highway  at  County  Line 


LOUNGE 


Route  41 
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just  a  poor  phi  kap 


smed  ley's 
dilemma 


^\\   lifted  from  the 
Yale  University 
RECORD 


Anthony  J.  Smedley  just  naturally 
thought  that  everyone  had  it  in  for 
him.  In  fact  he  was  sure  of  it.  And, 
driving  back  to  Northwestern  this 
fall  as  a  sophomore,  his  little  old 
complex  was  going  full  blast. 

He  was  thinking  back  to  his  very 
first  day  as  a  freshman.  He  had  got- 
ten his  schedule — 

Scene:  Office  of  the  Registrar. 

First  Secretary  —  "Jane,  come 
quick!  It's  Smedley's  schedule." 

Second  Secretary  —  "Hmmmmm, 
Smedley's  schedule.  We'll  give  him 
five  straight  on  Saturday." 

First  Secretary — "And  don't  forget 
to  put  the  speech  class  right  after 
the  gym  class.  He'll  never  make  it  in 
time." 

Second  Secretary — "Right.  Now 
Now  let's  see,  we'll  put  the  four  hour 
chem  lab  on  Monday  afternoon.  Six 
eight-thirty's  too?" 

First  Secretary — "Of  course,  six. 
I  told  you  it's  Smedley's  schedule." 

Naturally  with  this  schedule,  he 
had  trouble  making  meals  on  time — 

Scene:  The  Phi  Kap  Dining  Room. 

House  President — "Has  Smedley 
come  in  to  eat  yet?" 

Head  Waiter — "No,  not  yet.  Wait! 
Here  he  comes  now." 

Pres. — "Quick!    Close  the  doors!" 

His  room  had  been  on  the  second 
floor,  facing  right  on  Sherman — 

Scene :  A  Loudspeaker-Truck-For 
Wallace  coming  up  Sherman. 

Driver — "Joe,  isn't  that  Smedley's 
window?" 

Joe — "It  is.  Quick,  stop  the  truck 
and  turn  up  the  volume." 

Driver — "Shall  I  give  him  the  'Star 
Spangled  Banner'  or  the  Gettysburg 
Address?" 

Joe— "Oh,  both!" 

And  he  used  to  park  his  car  on 
Emerson  Street — 

Scene:  Emerson  Street. 

First  Policeman — "Begorra,  Sulli- 
van, it's  Smedley's  car.  Shall  I  give 
'im  a  ticket?" 

Second  Policeman — "Now  don't  be 
foolish,  O'Keefe.  We'll  tow  it  away." 

He  rememberd  the  time  when  he 


had  a  girl  down  to  the  Illinois  game 
and  had  gotten  his  tickets  from  the 
Dyche  ticket  office. 

Scene:  The  underground  offices  of 
Dyche. 

First  Clerk — "Jim,  here's  Smed- 
ley's application." 

Second  Clerk — "Oh,  good!  I  under- 
stand he's  having  a  date." 

First  Clerk — "You  have  his  tick- 
ets?" 

Second  Clerk — "Of  course.  One  in 
the  end  zone,  the  other  on  the  40 
yard  line,  and  both  stamped  'Non- 
Transferable,  Non-Redeemable'." 

That  Saturday,  he  and  his  girl  had 
tried  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour  to 
get  a  bus  out  to  the  stadium. 

Scene:  Inside  a  b.us. 

Passenger — "Driver,  I'd  like  to  get 
off  here." 

Driver — I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  we 
can't    stop.    That's   Smedley   on   the 


And  then  there  was  the  time  he  had 
gotten  his  radio  through  the  mail  at 
Evanston  Station. 

Scene:  Mail  office  at  Evanston  Sta- 
tion. It  is  the  mail  clerk's  after- 
hours  football  scrimmage. 

Mail  Clerk  (Eyeing  the  opposing 
team) — "What  do  you  think  they'll 
do  now?" 

Teammate — "Look  out  for  a  quick 
kick;  it's  a  Smedley  package!" 

He  knew  he'd  never  forget  that 
scorching  May  afternoon  when  he 
had  gone  to  the  gym  to  cool  off  in  the 


pool — 

Scene:  The  office  at  the  pool.  The- 
phone  is  ringing. 

Attendant — '  'Hello — ' ' 

Voice — "This  is  the  janitor.  Smed- 
ley's on  his  way  in. 

Attendant — "We'll  drain  it  im- 
mediately!" 

But  the  crowning  blow  to  his  fresh- 
man year  was  his  failing  chemistry — 

Scene:  Professor  Gramweight' s 
study.  His  wife  enters. 

Mrs.  Gramweight — "Excuse  me, 
darling,  but  do  you  have  any  old 
papers?  I  want  to  light  a  fire  in  the 
living  room.  It's  chilly  in  there." 

Professor  G. — "Why  of  course 
dear.  Here,  this  should  do." 

Mrs.  Gramweight — "Sure  you  don't 
want  it?" 

Professor  G. — "No,  that's  quite  all 
right — it's  Smedley's  exam." 

That    was    last    year.    This    year 

would  be  different  and  it  would  start 

right    off    with    a    General    Reading 

Test- 
Scene:  The  Office  of  the  Dean. 
First    Dean — The    reading    test    is 

this    afternoon,    you   know.    Are   the 

exams  ready?" 

Second    Dean — "Yes,     they're    all 

here  in  this  stack." 

First    Dean    (Picking    up    the    top 

one) — "What's    this?    It's    twice    as 

thick  as  the  rest!" 
Second     Dean     —     "That's     THE 

exam." 
First  Dean — "Oh,  you  mean  it's — " 
Second  Dean —  " — Smedley's" 
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some  days  you   can't  make   a   nickel 


CORDUROY  ; 
JACKET 


2295 


I 

I 

The  casual  coat  college  men  have  made 
famous!  So  popular,  we  can't  keep 
them  in  stock!  Here's  a  special  Spring 
shipment  .  .  .  tailored  to  your 
particular  taste.  Fine  corduroy,  fully 
lined;  new  4  patch  pocket  style. 
In  smoke  gray,  sage  green,  dawn  tan, 
ocean  blue  and  apricot.  Sizes  36  to 
46;  regulars,  longs  and  shorts. 

Phone  our  Evansten  number,  GReenleof 
6-8810.  Write  us  ...  or  come  in  and 
get  acquainted  witii  our  famous  men's 
sportswear  department,  2nd  floor 


State  and  Adams 


Also  Oak  Park 
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the  editors  regret . . . 


November  8,  1948 
Editor-in-Chief 
The  Purple  Parrot 
Nortnwestern  University 
Evanston,  Illinois 

Dear  Sir: 

I  am  sending  to  you  under  separate  cover  the  manu- 
script of  a  novel  which  I  am  sure  you  will  find  ideal  for 
publication  in  the  ne.xt  issue  of  the  Purple  Parrot. 

"The  Man  Who  Made  Good"  is  the  story  of  Horace 
Wenworth  who,  after  being  kicked  out  of  college  by  an 
intellectually  astigmatic  faculty  when  he  flunked  all  his 
courses  in  his  sophomore  year,  went  on  to  become  at 
thirty  a  captain  of  industry  and  the  most  honored  man 
in  the  country. 

I  am  sure  that  you  can  see  at  once  the  individual 
appeal  and  moral  importance  of  such  a  startlingly  dif- 
ferent theme. 

Perhaps  you  wonder  why  I  do  not  have  this  daring 
novel  published.  The  reason  is  simple.  I  feel  my  first 
duty  is  the  enlightenment  of  youth,  that  they  may  bet- 
ter face  the  realities  of  life. 

I  might  ray  in  passing  that  my  work  is  eligible  for 
publication  in  your  magazine  for  until  very  recently  I 
was  enrolled  as  a  sophomore  at  Northwestern  Univer- 
sity. 

Sincerely  yours, 
■        ■  ■  Dinswanger  Drink 

Cabin  8 
'  Elwood's  Tourist  Cabins 


November  13,  1948 
Editorial  Board 

The  Purple  Parrot  ' 

Northwestern  University 
Evanston,  Illinois 

My  dear  sirs: 

I  must  admit  my  astonishment  at  your  apparent  lack 
of  discernment  in  rejecting  my  last  manuscript.  I 
realize,  however,  that  the  length  handicapped  your 
judgement  of  its  literary  value  and  I  am,  therefore, 
giving  you  another  chance  with  my  last  novelette. 

"The  Man  Who  Came  Back"  is  the  story  of  Henry 
Wallmuth  who,  after  flunking  all  his  courses  in  his  soph- 
omore year  because  of  prejudiced  instructors,  over- 
came the  handicap  and,  at  fifty,  was  made  president  of 
a  large  concern. 

After  a  moment  of  thought,  you  will  see  that  this 
theme  is  very  different,  yet  very  real. 

Perhaps  the  story  is  not  quite  so  polished  as  a  few  of 
the  better  ones  that  appear  in  the  slicks,  but  it  presents 
a  real  challenge  to  youth  as  they  prepare  to  face  the 
world. 

As  to  ehgibility,  I  was  until  this  quarter  a  sopho- 
more at  Northwestern  University. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Dinswanger  Drink 

Cabin  8 

Elwood's  Tourist  Cabins 

purple     parrot 


purloined  from  the 

University  of   Maryland 

OLD  LINE 


November  18,  1948 
Literary  Department 
The  Purple  Parrot 
Evanston,  Illinois 

Sirs : 

I  was  of  the  impression  that  length  was  secondary  to 
literary  value  in  your  publication  of  fiction;  the  return 
of  my  novelette  attests  otherwise.  However,  being  of  a 
forgiving  nature,  I  enclose  a  short  story  of  35  words 
which  you  may  find  to  be  the  type  of  fiction  you  desire. 

"The  Man  Who  Made  It"  is  the  story  of  Harold 
Widlow  who,  after  being  made  floorwalker  of  a  depart- 
ment store  at  the  age  of  75,  looks  back  and  laughs  at 
the  narrow-minded  faculty  that  flunked  him  out  of 
college  in  his  sophomore  year. 

Analysis  of  this  theme  will  show  you  that  it  is  very 
real. 

This  story  has  been  rejected  by  a  few  of  the  better 
magazines,  but  I  feel  that  it  demonstrates  to  youth 
what  can  be  accomplished  through  hard  work. 

As  to  eligibility,  I  was  a  sophomore  at  Northwestern 
University  last  quarter,  but  I  am  unable  to  return 
this  year. 

Yours, 

Dinswanger  Drink 

Cabin  8 

Elwood's  Tourist  Cabins 


January  10,  1949 
Editorial  Board 
The  Purple  Parrot 
Northwestern  University 
Evanston,  Illinois 

To  whom  it  may  concern: 

Please  accept  for  consideration  this  short  short  story. 
"Flunking    Out"    is    a    psychological    study    of   what 
happens  to  a  young  man  who  flunks  all  his  sophomore 
courses  and  is  forced  to  leave  coUege. 
This  is  a  real  story. 

The  story  has  been  rejected  in  several  forms  by  quite 
a  number  of  publications  but  your  staff  can  probably 
iron  out  any  technical  difficulties  without  too  much 
trouble. 

I  am  an  ex-sophomore  from  your  university. 

Dinswanger  Drink 

Cabin  8 

Elwood's  Tourist  Cabins 


The  Purple  Parrot 
Dear  Anybody: 

Enclosed  is  a  very  unusual  cartoon  caption 

march,      1949 


4H^5^ 


Presenting   a   few   of  this   year's   most   glamorous   girls. 


Sally    Bassett 
Marcia    Lenz 
Patricia    O'Shea 
Rae    June    Decker 
Elizabeth    Allred 


Spencer 

Alpha   XI    Delta 

Latham 

C  h  a  p  i  n 

H  o I g  a  te 
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Corduroys 

Rich,  colorful  corduroys, 
in  various  shades,  which 
will  serve  practically  and 
importantly  on  and  off 
the  campus  during  the 
entire  \'ear. 


'22 


50 


Flannel  Slacks 312.50 

Oxford  Cloth  Shirts,  33.95  and  34.50 
THE  UNIVERSITY  SHOP 

■}th  Floor 


19  E.  Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago 
New  York    -     Palm  Beach 


ard  this  is  how  it  ends 


10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 

14. 
15. 


he  who  gets  stuck 


WHAT  IT  COST  HER— TO  RECEIVE  PIN 

Fmes  to  Sorority  $     1.25 

Books  on  Dreams   1.00 

Beauty  Parlor 15.00 

Stockings     8.00 

Hats  He  Didn't  Like 25.00 

Aspirin  to  Soothe  Nerves  2.50 

Fortune  Teller   1.75 

Cocktails  With  Girl  Friends  to 

Discuss  Him    4.37 

Telephone  Calls   2.60 

New  Dresses   73.59 

Box  of  Candy  to  Sorority  5.00 

Loss  of  Friendship  with  College  Watchman 
Loss  of  Friends  from  Absorption  in  One 
and  Only 

Graduation  Present   10.00 

Postage  and  Insurance  on  Mailing 

Pin  Back  in  Two  Weeks 24 

What  It  Cost  Her $151.68 


Washington  Ehot 


M^ 
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'You  got  a  wire  from  Calvert  today." 

purple     parrot 


taken  from  ths 

Universlfv  of  Arizona 

KITTY  KAT 


WHAT  IT  COST  HIM— TO  PIN  HER 

1.  Parking  Finos $    5.00 

2.  Radio  Batteries   3.20 

3.  Hair  Cuts   6.35 

4.  Corsage    1.75 

5.  Candy  2.00 

6.  Thieatre  and  Movies  10.75 

7.  New  Suits  75.89 

8.  Alcohol — to  Ease  Strain  40.00 

9.  Drinks  to  Frat  Brothiers — to  Secure 

Approval  of  Girl  20.90 

10.  Telephone  Calls  to  Girl  on  Visits 15.35 

11.  Box  of  Cigars  to  Fraternity  • 5.00 

12.  Loss  of  Friends  from  Absorption  in 
One  and  Only 

13.  Birthday  Present 15.65 

14.  Bribes  to  Gossip  Columns  5.00 

15.  Insufficient  Postage  on  Returned  Pin 05 

What  It  Cost  Him  $199.09 


FOR  THOSE 
IMPORTANT 
E  TENTS 

Flowers 


ARRANGEMENTS 

.  .  .  truly  out  of 
the  ordinary 

COLOR 
COMBINATIONS 

. . .  breath-taking 
in  their  loveliness 


Flowers  Wired  Anywhere 


jmidon' 


ftoidcr 


>{5^ 


1712  Sherman  Avenue       UNiversity  4-0632 


1 


march,     1949 
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NORTHWESTERN  BLANKETS 

for  YOUR  ROOM  GIFTS  FOOTBALL  GAMES 


A  Purple  ami  While  100%  Wool  Blanket,  67  "x72  " 

With  White  "N"  $15.95  Monogram  "INr"  $16.95 

Northwestern     Seal     $19.50 


SPORTS 
DEPARTMENT 


1726 
ORRINGTON 


RULES  FOR  CHESTERFIELD  HUMOR  MAGAZINE  CONTEST 

>ver  ad.  All  clues  arc  in  ad. 

rrappcr  or  reasonable  facsimile  to  this  publication  office. 
First  ten  correct  answers  win  one  carton  of  Chesterfield  Cigarettes  each. 

Enter  as  many  as  you  like,  but  one  Chesterfield  wrapper  or  facsimile  must  accompany  each  entry. 
Contest  closes  midnight,  one  week  after  this  issue's  publication  date.  New  contest  next  issue. 
Answers  and  names  of  winners  will  appear  in  the  next  issuer 
All  answers  become  the  property  of  Chesterfield. 
Decision  of  judges  will  be  final. 

LAST  MONTH'S  ANSWERS  &  WINNERS 

A   The  word  THREE  is  composed  of  five  letters  and  they're 

all  found  in  CHESTERFIELD. 
R  Chesterfields  in  the  pack,  3  E's  in  Chesterfield,  3  x  3  =  9. 

One  E  in  REALITY. 
Q  Biscuit  =  muffin;  Change  M  to  R  and  you  get  Ruffin,  the 

home  of  Van  W.  Daniel. 


WINNERS. 
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•5£2F  THE  DAILY 


anything  for  a  little   publicity 


th^Hen 


There  was  a  young  man  named 
Anthony  who  came  to  Northwestern 
in  search  of  an  education  and — 
finding  it — became  frustrated,  neu- 
rotic, and  several  other  things  that 
only  the  psych  department  under- 
stands. For  three  years  Anthony 
(who,  after  all,  wasn't  too  intelligent) 
studied  every  night  and  made  an  A 
average  each  quarter.  His  reward 
for  this  achievement  was  in  seeing 
his  name  twelve  times  in  The  Daily. 

Anthony  (see  statement  in  paren- 
thesis above)  sent  The  Daily  home. 
His  parents  read  The  Daily  to  see 
what  Anthony  was  doing — only  to  see 
his  name  (misspelled)  once  each 
quarter.  Searching  in  vain  for  men- 
tion of  Anthony's  activities,  they  be- 
came frustrated,  neurotic,  etc. 


Tulane  Urchin 


"Wasn't  it  great,  Mrs.  Magines' 
daughter  pledging  Kappa." 


purple     parrot 


pilfered  from  the 

Purdue  University 

RIVET 


he  wanted  his  name  in  the  daily 


Finally  one  summer  Sunday,  when 
returning  from  church,  Anthony's 
father  demanded:  "Why  in  hell  don't 
you  get  your  name  in  The  Daily?" 

Anthony  sobbed  and  said  he'd  try 
and,  thereafter,  his  parents  started 
talking  to  each  other  again  and 
his  mother  stopped  feeding  him  grub- 
worms. 

Anthony  (who  also  read  the  Trib- 
une and  Herald  American)  decided 
that  he  would  do  something  sensa- 
tional to  get  his  namein  the  paper. 
He  chewed  tobacco  and  spit  on  the 
floor  during  registration.  He  wrote 
"go  to  hell"  on  all  the  class  sched- 
ules. He  signed  Roscoe  Miller's  name 
on  a  $100  check  at  the  Co-op.  Nothing 
happened. 

He  started  smoking.  He  got  drunk 
every  other  night  and  cut  classes 
every  other  day.  He  wrote  letters  to 
the  editor  of  The  Daily  which  weren't 
printed.  He  started  pinching  girls  on 
Evanston  busses.  Nothing  happened. 
Anthony  got  his  name  (misspelled) 
in  The  Daily  once  that  quarter — he'd 
made  Phi  Beta  Kappa. 

Anthony  was  bewildered.  (He  did- 
n't even  bother  to  register  his  last 
quarter.)    He    didn't    know    how    to 
get  his  name  in  The  Daily.  He  thought 
about  becoming  a  Queen  candidate 
but  he  didn't  know  how  to  overcome 
some  of  the  disadvantages  involved. 
The  only  thing  left  for  him  to  do  was 
to  become  a  B.M.O.C. — a  wheel. 
Anthony  bought  a  key  chain. 
He  started  making  the  rounds  of 


the  various  publications  and  the  re- 
sults, to  say  the  least,  were  discour- 
aging. 

He  tried  writing  for  The  Daily,  but 
no  one  could  read  his  stories.  He 
spelled  everything  correctly. 

He  wanted  to  work  for  the  Sylla- 
bus, but  he  wasn't  that  dumb. 

The  Parrot  told  him  his  writing 
was  well  suited  for  Pegasus,  and 
Pegasus  told  him  it  was  well  suited 
for  the  Parrot. 

Then  someone  told  him  he  was 
wasting  his  time — the  big  wheels 
were  all  in  the  grill  in  Scott.  He 
painted  posters  and  poured  coffee 
and  met  Joe  Miller.  Anthony  wrote 
his  parents  and  told  them  to  read 
The  Daily  every  day  ...  he  was 
about  to  become  a  wheel. 

The  people  in  Scott  treated  An- 
thony fine.  They  called  him  Tony  and 
let  him  buy  them  coffee  and  drive 
them  to  the  small  club  in  his  Buick. 
He  met  two  members  of  SGB  and 
they  let  him  sell  Junior  Prom  tickets. 
Anthony  felt  damned  good.  But  he 
didn't  get  his  name  in  The  Daily. 

Anthony  was  discouraged  —  he 
bought  a  record  of  "Gloomy  Sunday" 
and  played  it  over  and  over. 

Then  one  day  he  crossed  Sheridan 
Road  at  8:29  A.M.  and  was  killed  by 
a  big  black  Cadillac  with  a  "faculty" 
sticker  on  it.  Six  days  later,  his  par- 
ents saw  his  name  (misspelled)  in  a 
two-column  headline  and  found  his 
name  five  times  in  the  body  of  the 
story.  They  were  pleased  as  punch. 


Minnesota  Ski-U-Mah 


"Now  where  could  that  ostrich  be,  Thurlow?" 
march,     1949 


"The  House  of  Cards" 

presents 

an  elaborate  display  of 
all  new  1949  designs  in 

EASTER  CARDS 


GOLD  and  SILVER  STAMPING 
ONE-DAY  SERVICE 

DAVIS  CARD  SHOP 

"The  House  of  Cards" 

1606  Chicago  Ave.  UN  4-223i 


Application 
Photographs 

for  the  right  position 
right  size,   right  price 


C^uaene 


oL,   r\a 


^ 


1606  Chicago  Ave.    Uiu4  2238 


THE  TRIM 

BARBER  SHOP 

air-conditioned 


Two   Blocks   from   Campus 
No  Waiting  ...  5  Chairs 


North   Shore   Hotel 


Downstairs 
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lit  anJi  Irtlik 


for 

almost  a 

hundred     years 

the    favorite    meeting 

place    of    N.U.    students. 

Good   food,   music   and   refreshments 

graced   by   candlelight    and    atmosphere. 

Plan    to    visit    us    soon    .    .    .    you    will    enjoy 

the    pleasing    surroundings     and    warm     hospitality. 


Morton  Grove 
2273 


Harms  Rodd 
2  Blocks  N.  of  Dempster 


Gosh,  the  suspense  is  getting  me! 
Wish  I  had  a  Life  Saver! 


ufisfim 


4  Box  of  Life- 
savers  for  the 
Best  Joke! 
What  18  the 
best  joke  that 
you  heard  on 
therampusthiH 
week?  For  the 
best  submittet} 
each  issue, 
there  will  be  a 
free  award  of  a 
carton  of  Life- 
savers.  Jokes 
will  be  judged 
by  the  Editor. 
Submit  them  at 
the  Parrot  of- 
fice. 


Still  only  5^ 


it's  an  art 


lectures 
and  how  to  ignore  them 


10:31 — Stride  into  class  .  .  .  give 
old  Leiand  a  cheery  smile  .  .  .  prom- 
inently display  well-worn  textbook 
and  large  (unfilled)  notebook  .  .  . 
give  the  impression  you've  hurried 
like  hell  so  you  wouldn't  miss  a 
word  of  his  lecture. 

10:32 — Be  attentive  for  a  moment 
.  .  .  make  sure  you're  not  overlooked 
while  roll  is  checked  .  .  .  this  is  im- 
portant. 

10:33 — Open  notebook  and  take  out 
crossword  puzzle  .  .  .  this  is  stim- 
ulating .  .  .  develops  the  mind  .  .  . 
also  tirmg  ...  do  it  in  spurts. 

10:38 — Wave  to  friends  in  class  .  .  . 
they  have  lost  Prof's  trend  by  now 
and  will  be  gazing  around  the  room. 

10:40 — Note  girl  in  tight  sweater 
three  rows  over  .  .  .  nice  eyes  .  .  . 
haven't  seen  her  before  .  .  .  must  be 
takmg  notes  for  a  sick  roommate. 

10:42 — Take  quick  look  out  win- 
dow .  .  .  beautiful  day  .  .  .  don't 
tantalize  yourself. 

10:45 — Ask  Prof,  to  repeat  last 
point  .  .  .  give  him  the  idea  you're 
the  type  who  keeps  up  with  notes  .  .  . 
doodle  madly  in  notebook  for  a  few 
seconds. 


Minnesota  Ski-U-Mah 
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'Merry  Christmas!" 

purple     parrot 


hijacked   from   the 

Universitv  of  North  Carolina 

TARNATION 


10:49 — Notice  girls  in  tight  sweater 
carefully  filing  nails  .  .  .  decide  she's 
not  taking  notes  for  sick  friend  .  .  . 
must  be  a  pledge  sitting  in  for  a 
sleeping  active. 

10:51 — Watch  flies  mating  on  the 
ceiling  .  .  .  daydream  awhile. 

10:52 — Check  notes  of  person  on 
your  left  .  .  .  nothing  in  lecture  you 
should  know  .  .  .  chuckle  at  stupidity 
of  person  on  your  left  ...  go  back 
to  crossword. 

10:55 — Note  blonde  two  seats 
down  .  .  .  stare  hard  at  back  of  her 
neck  to  test  theory  that  she  will  feel 
uncomfortable   and   turn   around. 

10:56 — Blonde  keeps  on  knitting  .  .  . 
theory  exploded. 

10:57 — Check  weather  again  .  .  . 
sun  still  shining  .  .  .  think  of  sum- 
mer vacation  .  .  .  think  of  tests  next 
week  .  .  .  shudder. 

10:59 — Notice  a  fellow  sufferer 
sound  asleep  .  .  .  feel  envious  .  .  . 
get  sadistic  urge  to  give  him  a  hot- 
foot. 

11:00 — Listen  to  chimes  in  Levere 
Temple  .  .  .  worst  part  is  over. 

11:03 — Draw  picture  of  Prof,  with 
manila  hemp  necktie  .  .  .  this  re- 
leases suppressed  desire. 

11:06 — Contemplate  last  Satur- 
day's dance  .  .  .  last  night's  date  .  .  . 
contemplate  checking  account  .  .  . 
swear  inwardly  .  .  .  make  mental 
note  to  call  Dad. 

11:08 — Write  initials  on  desk  with 
pencil  .  .  .  break  pencil  point  .  .  . 
curse  and  close  crossword  book. 

11:12 — Watch  with  interest  as  girl 
in  front  opens  compact  and  applies 
lipstick  .  .  .  nonchalantly  look  in  her 
mirror  to  see  if  your  hair  is  in  place. 

11:15 — Click  cover  of  your  Zippo 
several  times  .  .  .  sounds  like  closing 
of  loose-leaf  notebooks  .  .  .  Prof, 
thinks  his  watch  is  slow  and  hurries 
to  finish  lecture. 

11:17 — Stamp  feet  and  gather 
books  together  .  .  .  this  starts  a  gen- 
eral movement  among  people  who 
don't  have  watches. 

11:20 — Stop  and  compliment  Dr. 
Carlson  on  his  magnificent  lecture 
.  .  .  leave  before  he  asks  you  which 
part  you  liked  best  .  .  .  beat  the  mob 
to  the  grill. 

march,      1949 


jeevmm 


CAREFUL  GROOMING 

Commands    Attention 

Expert  Cleaning  and  Laundry  Service 
See  your  fraternity  or  sorority  representa- 
tive for  rates. 

A.  W.  ZENCELER 


JIOOS'   DEXTRO-FEDRIN 


an  aqueous-isotonic  nose 
drop  of  ephedrine 

for  relief  of  congestion  of 
the  nasal  passages 

at 

HOOS  DRUG  STORE 


STEWART  RENT-A-CAR,  INC. 

Drive     it     Yourself 
S|iccial   Ratfs   for   Long   Trips 

1204  Chicago  Avo.  Evanslon,  III. 


TODDLE  HOUSE 


24- hour       service 
hreakfasi   .  .  lunch  .  .  dinner 


The  Little  Knit  Shop 

Real  Imported  English  Yarn 

Argyle  packs  in  the  new 
fall  shades 

Free  Instructions 

1718  Sherman  Uni    7770 

Evansion.  111. 
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Zweifel  Motors  invites  you  in 
for  a  demonstration  of  this 
beautiful  new  Ford. 


ZWEIFEL  MOTORS 


INC. 


HEADQUARTERS  FOR  AUTOMOBILE  ACCESSORIES 
SERVICE  REPAIRS 


Let  us  help  you  keep  your  automobile  in  top  shqpe. 
Day  and  Night  Service 


1622    Chicago    Ave. 


DAvis    8-3500 


Try  our  milk-fed  broilers 


all  the  trimmings  $1.65 


V2  chicken  in  a  basket 


THE 
COMMODORE 


private  party  room  and    bar  available 


dancing  on  Friday  and    Saturday  evenings 


Skokie  Blvd.  at  G>unty  Line  Rd 


Glencoe,  Illinois 


Yes,  indeed  .  .  .  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx  gets  around  to  all 
campus  activities!  For  clothing  by  these  master  tailors  kefeps 
a  man  looking  like  the  B.T.O.  he  is  from  coke  date  to  Prom. 


Sigma  Chis  Beau  Meyer,  Jack  Madden, 
and  Bud  Allen  look  over  the  sweater  sit- 
uation at  MacFarland's.  A  beautiful  array 
of  imported  cashmere  and  wool  sweaters 
from  $8.95  to  $27.50. 


Hart  SchaflFner  &  Marx  famous  Pan-American 
Tweeds  is  a  campus  favorite.  $55.00 


MACFARLAND'S 

Home  of  Hart  Shaffner  and  Marx  Clothes 

1627  Orrington 
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purple     parrot 


welcome  comrades 


heisted  from  the 
University  of  Alabama 
RAMMER  JAMMER 


a  meeting  of 
the  Stalin  for  president  club 


Rambling  through  the  SGB  archives  in  the  section 
marked  TOP  SECRET,  we  ran  across  this  bit  of  info 
which  we  wish  to  pass  on  to  you.  These  are  the  minutes 
of  the  last  meeting  of  the  campus  "Stalin  for  President 
Club." 

The  club  was  called  to  order  by  the  chairman  and  the 
roll  was  called.  Each  comrade  answered  to  roll  call 
with  "to  hell  with  the  Marshall  Plan."  Collection  was 
then  taken  to  send  to  the  widow  of  a  departed  comrade 
a  lifetime  subscription  to  the  Purple  Parrot.  The  meet- 
ing was  almost  disrupted  when  a  Roosevelt  dime  was 
found  in  the  collection. 

A  motion  was  made  to  embrace  the  daughters  of  the 
Ku  Klux  Klan  into  our  field.  Comrades  favoring  the 
motion  beat  their  heads  against  their  chairs,  those  dis- 
approving were  shot. 

A  fight  interrupted  the  meeting  and  your  secretary 
regrets  that  he  did  not  get  the  name  of  the  defeated 
comrade  before  his  body  was  dismembered.  At  this 
point,  the  chairman  read  the  rules  against  murdering 
one  another.  Everyone  laughed  him  down  as  usual. 

Another  collection  was  passed  to  purchase  a  deck  of 
cards,  a  pair  of  dice,  and  a  bowie  knife  for  Comrade 
X's  new  baby  boy.  A  motion  from  the  floor  suggested 
that  if  Comrade  X  was  going  to  continue  having  chil- 
dren, he  should  get  married.  Amid  hisses  and  boos,  the 
motion  failed  to  carry. 

Comrade  Y  won  the  Stalin  award  of  the  week  and  got 
to  kiss  the  reverse  side  of  the  huge  statue  of  Uncle  Joe 
in  the  corner  of  the  chapter  room.  The  award  was  for 
meritorious  service  when  he  chased  a  crippled  old 
woman  through  Deering  meadoV  and  into  the  lake  with 
his  car.  Comrade  Y  received  further  commendation 
when  the  old  woman  was  fished  out  and  three  Kappa 
Sigs  were  also  found  on  the  bottom. 

Two  comrades  who  admitted  they  had  been  happy  for 
the  past  week  were  punished  by  the  chairman.  The  first 
was  sentenced  to  eat  at  Scott  for  an  entire  week.  When 
sentence  was  pronounced,  he  shot  himself.  The  other 
disgraced  comrade  was  sentenced  to  live  in  a  frater- 
nity house  for  a  month.  A  knife  was  taken  from  him 
before  he  could  hurl  it  at  the  chairman. 

Your  secretary  finds  it  impossible  to  continue  taking 
minutes  amidst  the  flying  bottles  and  chattering  mach- 
ine guns  from  the  disorderly  comrades,  and  in  the 
absence  of  the  chairman  who  has  just  committed  sui- 
cide, this  meeting  is  adjourned. 

march,     1949 


Jo  Raymaley,  Tri  Delt 


f-^latina  ^ox  jacket 

niii  $225  mciuaina  ta 


Thorpe  Furs  are  first  again  on  the  North  Shore  with 
their  offering  of  tax-free  fur  coats  starting  from  $99. 
We  have  a  complete  selection  of  sizes,  types,  and 
styles  in  the  tax-free  category. 


Budget  Plan  Written  Guarantee 

Free  Storage 

Innnnediate  Service  At  Reasonable  Rates 

Estimate  Service  Free  Bonded  Messenger 

Trade-in  Allowance 

Expert  Fur  Repairs 


THORPE  FURS 

EVANSTON  .  BERWYN  -  CHICAGO 


710-712  Main       Evanston       DAvis  8-3333 
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for  your  leisure  hours  in  the  grill 


f 


unnies 


Three  hermits  lived  in  a  cave  and 
spent  all  day  staring  at  the  wall, 
never  speaking.  One  day  a  stallion 
ran  past  the  entrance  of  their  cave. 
Six  months  later,  one  hermit  mum- 
bled. "That  was  a  pretty  brown 
horse." 

Two  years  later  another  hermit 
said,  "That  wasn't  a  brown  horse,  it 
was  white." 

About  a  year  later  the  third  her- 
mit got  up  and  stalked  toward  the 
entrance  of  the  cave.  "If  it's  going 
to  be  this  constant  bickering."  he 
said,  "I'm  leaving." 

■ — Tiger 


CM  Lady:  "Here's  a  penny,  my 
poor  man.  How  did  you  become  so 
destitute?" 

Beggar:  "I  was  like  you,  mum, 
always  giving  away  vast  sums  to  the 
poor." 

— Flotsam 


She  was  the  type  who  sottly  mur- 
murs sweet  nothing  doings  in  your 
ear. 

— Spartan 

An  American  engineer  was  being 
shown  through  the  Moscow  subway 
by  his  official  Red  Army  guide. 

"This  is  a  remarkably  well-design- 
ed subwaj',"  he  said,  "but  how  come 
there  aren't  any  trains  running?" 

Replied  the  Russian:  "And  what 
about  the  lynchings  in  the  South?" 

— Record 

The  roadster  skidded  around  the 
corner,  turned  a  somersault  in  mid- 
air, flattened  three  pedestrians,  up- 
rooted a  lamppost,  bounced  off  a 
tree,  collided  with  three  cars,  plowed 
through  a  stone  wall  and  came  to 
rest.  A  girl  scrambled  out  of  the 
wreckage,  straightened  her  hair, 
powdered  her  nose,  inspected  her 
hose,  and  exclaimed:  "Oh,  boy! 
That's  what  I  call  a  kiss!" 

— Dodo 


I  was  abroad  myself  for  two  years 
but  a  psychiatrist  fixed  me  up. 

— Mercury 

"Oh,  darling,  I've  missed  you."  So 
she  raised  her  revolver  and  tried 
again. 

— Gargoyle 


"Then  it's  agreed,  gentlemen — our 

little  group  will  arise  and  overthrow 

the  masses." 


Stanford  Chaparral 


"Junior!   Don't  play  with  your  food! 


A  young  girl  went  to  a  doctor's  of- 
fice and  he  gave  her  a  thorough 
examination. 

Doctor:  "What  is  your  husband's 
name?" 

Girl:   "I  don't  have  a  husband." 

Doctor:  "What  is  your  boy  friend's 
name?" 

Girl:   "I  don't  have  a  boy  friend." 

The  doctor  went  to  the  office  win- 
dow and  raised  the  shade.  The  young 
girl  asked  why  he  did  it  and  he  said: 

"The  last  time  this  happened  a  star 
rose  in  the  east,  and  I  don't  want  to 
miss  it." 

— Unique 

Baby  Ear  of  Corn — Mama,  where 
did  I  come  from? 

Mama  Ear  of  Corn — Hush,  dear; 
the  stalk  brought  you. 

—Froth 

Real  Estate  Agent:  Now,  here  is  a 
house  without  a  flaw. 

Harvard  graduate:  What  do  you 
walk  on? 

— Columns 
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purple     parrot 


Mich.  State  Spartan 


"And  then  In  some  other  ways 
I  prefer  Gladys." 

"I  love  the   children 
I  never  had  .  .  . 
Jane  best  of  all!" 
-/Vdvt.  in  TIME. 

Yes,  I  remember  all  those  chil- 
dren well.  Jane  was  the  queerest. 
She  would  always  be  underfoot 
somewhere,  and  Uncle  Henry  would 
throw  down  his  newspaper  and  say, 
"Jane!  Jane!  Where  are  you?  Good- 
ness me!  What  can  that  child  be 
up  to  now?  I  haven't  seen  her  for 
years!"  And  then  he  would  go  back 
to  his  paper. 

Little  Jimmie  was  rather  strange 
too.  Once  there  was  a  loud  crashing 
noise  in  the  hallway  while  we  were 
eating  supper,  and  we  ran  out  hur- 
riedly, only  to  find  that  the  wind  had 
blown  down  the  grandfather  clock. 
"It's  just  Jimmy  again,"  said  Aunt 
Beatrice. 

Sometimes  we  would  take  long 
drives  out  into  the  country,  and 
Uncle  Henry  would  give  Jimmy  a 
chance  to  do  the  steering.  After  we 
ended  up  in  the  ditch  one  time. 
Uncle  Henry  remarked,  "Well,  1 
guess  it  takes  time  for  them  to 
learn!" 

At  Christmas,  we  would  all  stand 
around  decorating  the  tree,  making 
pleasant  comments  on  it  and  won- 
dering why  it  was  never  there. 
Uncle  Henry  would  get  up  on  the 
stepladder  and  fix  the  star  on  the 
very  top,  and  Aunt  Beatrice  would 
stand  below  him  with  a  dustpan  and 
brush  waiting  to  sweep  up  the  pieces 
as  they  came  crashing  to  the  floor. 
We  had  a  wonderful  time  in  our 
house,  although  I  can't  quite  recall 
whether  there  really  was  a  house 
or  not.  In  fact  there  may  never  have 
been  an  Uncle  Henry  or  Aunt  Bea- 
trice. But  what  do  I  care,  as  long 
as  I'm  happy  with  my  psychiatrist. 
^  Lampoon 


Beneath  this  stone  lies  Murphy, 

They  buried  him  today. 
He  lived  the  life  of  Riley, 
While  Riley  was  away. 

— Green  Gander 

Drunk  in  a  telephone  booth:  "Num- 
ber, hell,  I  want  my  peanuts!" 

—Dodo 

A  patient  in  an  insane  asylum  was 
trying  to  convince  an  attendant  that 
he  was  Napoleon. 

"But  who  told  you  that  you  were 
Napoleon?"  inquired  the  attendant. 

"God  did,"  replied  the  inmate. 

"I  did  not!"  came  a  voice  from  the 
next  bunk. 

—Dodo 

"Tell   me  the   story   of  the  police 
raiding  your  fraternity." 
"Oh,  that's  a  closed  chapter  now." 
— Boulder 

"Did  you  get  home  all  right  after 
the  party  last  night?" 

"Fine,  thanks;  except  that  just  as 
I  was  turning  into  my  street  some 
idiot  stepped  on  my  fingers." 

—Shaft 

Joe — That  girl  that  sat  in  back  of 
me  in  the  movies  last  night  must 
have  been  a  movie  censor. 

Moe— Why? 

Joe — All  she  kept  saying  was  "Cut 
it  out!" 

— Record 

She:    "But    Henry,    that    isn't    our 
baby." 
He:  "Shut  up,  it's  a  better  buggy." 
— Showme 


The  battleship  was  in  port  and 
visitors  were  being  shown  around. 
The  guide  was  exhibiting  a  bronze 
tablet  on  the  deck. 

Guide — And  this  was  where  our 
gallant  captain  fell. 

Little  Ole  Lady — Well,  no  wonder, 
I  nearly  tripped  on  the  damned  thing 
myself. 

—Log 

"So  you're  a  freshman,"  I  says  to 
this  young  slip  of  a  pretty  lad 
standing  in  front  of  me  in  the 
longest  bookline  you  ever  saw. 

"Yes,"  he  says,  "Yes  I  am  a  fresh- 
man." 

"A  freshman  at  Northwestern,"  1 
asks  this  young  pretty  slip  of  a 
lad,  a  freshman  at  Northwestern? 

"Well  I'm  not  a  freshman  at  Chi- 
cago," he  snorts. 

I  laffs,  full  fathom  five  I  laffs. 

"Why  are  you  a  freshman  at  North- 
western," I  continues  to  this  prettv 
slippery  young  lad  who  is  stand- 
ing in  front  of  me  in  the  longest— 
I  said  that. 

He  gazes  at  me  as  though  I  had 
just  turned  into  a  Mickey  Mouse 
watch  and  says,  "Why  to  set  out 
of  the  draft  of  course."  \. 

I  gazes  at  him  a  minute  and  th^n  I 
slides  right  plum  down  onto  the 
sidewalk  and  proceeds  to  roll 
around  and  howl  and  belch  witn 
laffter  until  my  uppers  and  my 
lowers  pops  out  onto  the  pavement' 
and  chases  each  other  down  Davis 
Street. 

That's  why  we  became  freshmen  in 
'41. 

—  Lampoon 


"Oh  keep  your  shirt  on,  Georgre!   I'll  give  you  your  answer  in  a  minute." 


march,     1949 
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and  finally  —  a  short  dedication  to  the  english  department 


english^eh! 


carried  off  from  the 

Stanford  University 

CHAPARRAL 


Jf^lA4JffL/^!cJlte^ 


NEWS  IN  SHOES 

From  the  Joseph  Junior  Deb  Shop 

It's  going  to  be  an  early  spring 

...  a  colorful  spring! 


And  Oh,  what  wonderful  colors  they  are. 
Take  for  instance,  our  soft  little 
shoes  in  CHAMOIS  a  melted  golden 
butter  shade. . .Sheer  drama  for  your 
early  spring  wardrobe,  and  wonder- 
fully versatile  for  later  on. 
Versatile  price  too.  7,95-8.95  the 
pair! 


And  for  the  gal  who's  smartly  on  her  fashion 
toes. . .PATENT. . .  for  surah  silks  and  checks... 


LINEN  LINEN  LINEN,  those  dyable 
beautiful  shoes,  you  can  choose  and  have  us 
tint  to  exactly  match  or  do  dramatic  things 
for  your  costume...  Can't  you  imagine,  YOU 
in  your  first  navy  linen  of  the  season  with 

pink  linen  opera  pumps  I J 


/f.X.J^'^iU. 


And  who'd  dream  of  being  seen  without  at 
least  one  pair  of  LOAFEflS,  ours  are  hand-sewn 
Old  Town  Trotters,  at  8. 95.. They  run  the 
range  of  soft  colorful  leathers. 


O 


...and  IF  you've  been  wondering 

and  who  hasn't,  about  the  closed  toe  versus  open.. 

platforms  versus  single  sole.   Here's  the  WORD] 
This  is  the  season  to  adjust 
fashion  to  YOU.   Wherever  you  go, 
whatever  you  do,  your  choice  is  the 
fashionable  shoel     at         yj 

And  for  the  further  word... 
we  invite  you  to  come  in  to  the 
Joseph  Deb-Shop. .balcony  floor.. have  a   , 
coke,  and  see  for  yourself  just  what's  // 
NEWS  IN  SHOES,  cause  spring's  only 
waiting  for  the  sun  to  shine  I 


lUAiAtf  -^Wmy 


your 


fy^ 


.Joi'thwestern   ^'niversi 
111. 


Eveiytodj  likes  Cliesterfield 
tecauseit'sj 
its  M' cigarette.' 


"A  LETTER  TO  THREE  WIVES 


I've  been  smohn^  Chesterfields  ever  since 
've  been  smoking.  They  buy  the  best  cigarette 
tobacco  ^rown . . .  it's  MILD,  sweet  tobacco." 


^.f^.ju^ 


n.  ft.  ^^-^it^  irur»r""" 

SERifS     Of     STflTEWeMS     BY     PROMINENT    TOBACCO     FARMERS) 


MAKE  YOURS  THE  MILDER  CIGARETTE 

Chesterfield  Con+est  see  page  24 


Copyright  19-19.  LiGQcn  &  Mvers  Tobacco  Co. 


